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enid. I went to the Roberts's this afternoon, Ted.
edgar. That wasn't very wise.
enid. He's simply killing his wife.
edgar. We are, you mean.
enid [suddenly]. Roberts ought to give way!
edgar. There's a lot to be said on the men's side.
enid. I don't feel half so sympathetic with them as I did before
I went. They just set up class feeling against you. Poor Annie
was looking dreadfully bad—fire going out, and nothing fit for
her to eat. [edgar walks to and fro.] But she would stand up
for Roberts. When you see all this wretchedness going on and
feel you can do nothing, you have to shut your eyes to the
whole thing.
edgar. If you can.
enid. When I went I was all on their side, but as soon as I got
there I began to feel quite different at once. People talk about
sympathy with the working classes, they don't know what it
means to try and put it into practice. It seems hopeless.
edgar. Ah! well.
enid. It's dreadful going on with the men in this state. I do
hope the Dad will make concessions.
edgar. He won't. [Gloomily.] It's a sort of religion with him.
Curse it! I know what's coming! He'll be voted down.
enid. They wouldn't dare!
edgar. They will—they're in a funk.
enid [indignantly].  He'd never stand it!
edgar [with a shrug]. My dear girl, if you're beaten in a vote,
you've got to stand it.
enid. Oh! [She gets up in alarm.] But would he resign?
edgar. Of course! It goes to the roots of his beliefs.
ENID. But he's so wrapped up in this company, Ted! There'd be
nothing left for him! It'd be dreadful! [edgar shrugs his
shoulders.] Oh, Ted, he's so old now! You mustn't let them!
edgar [hiding his feelings in an outburst}. My sympathies in this
strike are all on the side of the men.
enid. He's been Chairman for more than thirty years! He made

